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Hector's decision was instantaneous.
"So?  Then I will become his friend."
Huito was a little cluster of Indian houses with
its mission. It was presided over by a "travelling
bishop," Padre Leon. I found him a remarkable
old man, fanatical about his missionary work,
which had expanded constantly over the last sixty
years, and holding a tremendous influence over
the Indians by reason of his ministrations to
them.
I was much impressed by the astonishing punc-
tuality with which he got them to attend his Sun-
day services. At the first bell canoes would put out
from across the river, and from all parts of the
small colony Indian men, women, and children
would collect outside the mission. A second bell,
and one and all would enter, the doors closing im-
mediately behind them.
There were no belated stragglers, no last-minute
arrivals seeking admission.
This was all the more remarkable when one con-
siders that, to Indians, to lay stress on such a thing
as punctuality is just another proof of the white
man's foolish ways. The Indian knows dawn and
sunset, to-morrow and the next "moon," and that
is all that concerns him.
Padre Leon generously turned over to us the use
of his house, but, in answer to my request for
Indians to accompany us, appeared quite dubious.
Already I was beginning to hear talk of the